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I lore to teettiie where Gikad ifaedi liar balm i 
I love to walk oo Janbn'i buaia of palm ; 
I love* wet my Ibot in Hermanns dewi ; 
I kyve tlie promptrngs of laaiah^s mme : • 

In Cannel'i holy gnH» ni eonrt iqtqiagf 
And deck my moMy oouch wi|^ Shcooa's death]||w rase*- ^ 
•- * ■* 
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li& XT ReMB^BERED, That on thu ^(ftpteenA 4ur of . 
N«vember, in tlie fort]&first year of the» Independence or the 
IMited States ^ Ameica, John P%tpont, Esqaire, of the wd 
Dbtrict, hath deposited !■ this OSce, the^itl^ of a BooR, the 
xi|;ht whereof h% ^ims tai$i^fi^3 in the wrads* following, tK> 

^i Airf of" MlesHne ; a Poem: byJohjf PikrjmUi Ef^ire. 

^ 1 love to teeathe who^pilead-'Wheds her halm ; , ^ 

'* I love to walk oh Joida&'s banks of nalm ; * 

** I love to wet my foot iq Iftrmon^s ^ws j 

' ' I love the pitomptings of Isaiah's nftse : 

** In Cannel^ holy grots Til court repose^ W 

** And d^ my mossy couch with SharoiTs deathless n»e»v 

Hi 
entitled 
the#piei . , 

of Bucb oopn^^ring tl^ , __, 

)o de aJk entiffit'* An act, suttilemeiitary^ W act, oatitled an 
let, for the encouteranent of llaming,t)y KiS^ag the copies of 
mapsy. charts and bSaks, to the authmv and proprieUn^ oTsim^ 
copies, during the times therdn mca^i^ode^" and extending imr '• 
' benefits thereof, to th^lurts of designing, engraving and ij^i^te* -. 
historical and other prints. ^ 

J. ♦ * PHILIP MOORi^ 
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* * *' ' ' ■*• 

* * THIRri*EDI'ft0W.' ^ * , 

7itt: foUowini^ po4n V9W written in the cause 
jQf charity^ It ]|fk8 infcnded, tl)pt t]^e recitation 
'•f it sbotild fitrm a part of the performances of 
an evenii^ mig^^f ^' S«^<Qd Masick^ for the 
benefit of the^opi|* It.was^ndeftd a volqnteer 
m the"^ ^sej-^biftMts aid ^as^^gkliy received, 

* or ratAer, was coldly decl)ned\ir^rever it made 
its .trembling fedviftices; an(Uit |ras tbu8« stung 
into tne resoniti^ of apfiearin^ bei^re the pub- 

•fick, hot indeed to s6licit th^ succour of ^JiaMty 
for others, Mit ihi r\tes oftflispitali^ for itself/ 
From a^^caM for*/! thnd e(iition, so sqpn after 

• thepublieiition of t% fi4ft, I nave a riglit to Infer, 
4»that^the< offev^qg^bich ^hur^been thus in a 

measure compelled to lay upon tbe^ltatof litera- 
tuflfe, is 'att^ded f\ij^ J^vourabfe omens ;|— that 
the bUrds fly and ^e thunders roll auspiciously. 



^o say tl^ this is not flattering, is what I shall * 
avoid, for two reasons. In the firet place it would 
be false; and i^the secoa^, it would be a con- 
temptible affectation of modesty, which I q[either 
feel, nor am solicitous^o feel ; and of a contem^ 

.': df publick appraibatl»a^ togiwhi^lf' no man who" 
des^P^M it i«As ever indifferent. On the contra- 
ry t have consider^ thatj^is genenBus treatment 
from the p^lick has imt)osed^(^ me an obliga- ' 

^tion t<^ revise the poem, afti render it )tei ug- 

' worthy of the notice "' witln ^hich it has Seen 

houQured. * ^ ^ ^ % 

iihave a^ail^ myself 4f all thc^iberal critical ~^ 
notices that I have seen, to inujpve those pas- 
sages that wejre oHiously obn^ous to' manly 
and honouriU[^e* criticism, iftid to fortip^ those 
points which,' in iHy own opinion, were mottt VuK 
nerabli?. But wh^e there hi* be^n a difference 
of 0[>inion j|ptweeh the criticff^ aiftl the Athor, 
the former has the ^batisfactton of Seeing 4be aSns 
satiable points still opfP to l^is iltaoks. It would 
indeed be a pity to depnve him of a subject for 
the exercise of his ingeo^y^ — and the crlt^cl^is . 
the last man in the. republickFof letters wImm I^ 
would w|sh to hesur ^claiming with^the noble 
Moor, "^ . ♦ jH 

"^Othello*! ooeupatioQ's gone.*' 



VRGFACfi. ▼ 

Not that I have the valiity to suppose alii, 
good cause of offence removed from the critical 
eye. My own has detected many that have not 
heen pointed out by others ; — but it is one thing 
to discover a^ iQEiperfection> and another to re- 
move it. * • * 

The dpuble rhymes I have, in most instan^^es. < 
%rhe|^ they occurred, suffered to remainf though 
they h^ve been com|^ained of I believe by the 
majority of criticks, and perhaps by the majqrity 
of the publiek : though, on the other hand, they 
have met the decided approbation of many, whose * 
taste, in matters of this sort, is entitled to high 
consideration. They were admitted- for two 
reasons. In the first place, as 1 have before^ 
observed, the poem Vks begun and ended with 
the idea that it would be publickty rehearsed ;— 
and I vl^s^ware how difficult even a good speaker 
finds it, to recite the best heroick poetigr for any 
length of times without perceiving in his hearers 
thesomnifpFous effeets of a regular cadence. The 
double rhyme was therefore occasionally thrown 
in, like a ledge of rock^in a smoothly gliding 
rivei^to break the current which, without it, 
might appear sluggish,, and fo vary tber. melody 
which might otherwise become modolpnous. 
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^ . Tbe other reasoif which operated in fairour of 
the» double rhyme was merely auxiliary to my • 
general purpose, which was an attempt to enlist 
the muses in the service of their oldest and firm- 
est frieQ409 virtue; and religion. I was a^Mire 
that theyyh|i\£ie been for sbme ^ime past, in the v 

. habit of sporting in a more free and ui\^st raided 
meagtir# than was allowed Ihem, whenlnpon 
sacred ground, under the more rigid discyiline of 
Dryd^n and P^pe. I thought it possible, there- 
fore, ^hat their votaries might not recognise them, 
in the c<mi|mny ef their pid Und venerable pat- 
roness, if they were compelled tp move in 
right linffii%nd perpendicu|^r postures, laced up 

'In the whalebone, and muffled in the buckram « 
in which Christianity has been almost in aU ages 
disfigured and disguised by the starch#d and in- ' 
flexible religionist.* If tliere be grac« Ih thesf* 
movements, and grace whifih does not violate 
either^eKracy or dignity, let th'« mus^s adopt 
them, even inihe train of virtue: — and if a flc^er 
is springing up 6n the margin oi the poetical^ 
UbertieSy I hope I tnaj be excused in stepping 
one foot over to plucR it. ' # 

If, hDjreverv the double rhfinfe is flever eltjier 
beautiful o(h^monious, and it sh^ll be %o decid- 
ed t)y the publickjtaste,4 shall only^^have^ailed 
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in ^0Kperiiiient which was worth making, 'en^ 
Aust plead the design with which it wa^mffdey a* 
"in mitigation of the severity of the Cftusure. I|* ' ^ 
is now more difficult to alter the dd(k^!« rhymea 
than it was originally not to have written them^ r ^ 
and till thf (iublick ^approbation \fi distinctly 4 . 
exuressec^ they must rejniiin as I hey are. 

Tlqit I have succeeded entirely in alt tlfat I « * 
attempted, I "tlo not even hope. If I^avefu^ 
ceeded at all, I know it is to be a^rib^ed princi> 
palkr to the . native charms of virtue gnd piety^ 

^^ when exhibited fnfa manner cdn^niil^to t^eir ^ 
own purity and limplicity^^ and I anofure it will • 
tend to render my sliep of deatfti peaceful and ^ ' ^ 

. triumi^ant to kno^, that I have succeeded even* ^ 
partially in restoring to virtue thei beauties of ^ 
which dogmatists hav« plundered her;— and to # ^ 
^ligion the evidepees of hei^laim to'{|le lo^ of '' 
the refined and the veneii^tion of the learned — 
claims which have been withheld frofi her bjr 
thf ignorance, or the arts, or the' fanaticism of 
those, ^ho arrogat^e to themiel^s the character 
of exclusively religious, while they are strangera 
to Iftapning taste and refinement, and to the inti- 
male-^riend pf them all — Christian Charity* M 

BaltigK)re, Sept. 1<I7.» • * 
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At the don cloud that, slowly rising, holds 
The Summer tempest ia its gloomy folds, 
Though, o*er the ridges of its tbuoderhig breast» 
The King of Terrours rides, and shakes his iigbtnlDg 

crest. 
Fearless we gaze, when those dark folds we find 
Fring*d with the golden light that glows behind. 
So, when one language bound the bumaa race. 
On Shinar*s plain, round Babel's mighty base. 
Gloomily rose the minister of wrath ; 
Dark was his frown, destruetire was his path ; 
That tower was blasted by the touch of Hea?ea; 
That bond was burst^-that race asunder driTen : 
Tet, round the Avenger's biow, that frowu'd abort, 
Play'd Mercy's beaios^the lambent light pf Lot«* 
All was not lost, though busy Discord flung 
Bepulsire accents from each jarring tongve ; 

i 
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All was not lost ; for Lore one tie had twin*d. 
And Mevfij dropp'd it, to connect mankind : 
One tie, whose airj filaments inFest, 
Like Beauty's zone, the calm or stormy breast ; 
Wake that to action, rule of this the strife. 
And, through the masy labyrinths of life. 
Supply a faithful clue, to lead the lone 
And weary wanderer to his Father's throne. 

That tie is MirsicK. How supreme her sway ! 
How loFely is the Power that all obey ! 
Dumb matter trembles at her thrilling shock ; 
Her Yoice is echo'd by the desert rock ; 
For her, the asp withholds the sting of death. 
And bares his fangs but to inhale her breath ; 
The royal lion leares his desert lair« 
And« crouching, listens when she treads the air ; 
And man, by wilder impulse driren to ill. 
Is tamed, and led by this Enchantress stilt. 
Who ne^er has felt her hand assnasiTe steal 
Along his heart^That heart will never feel. 
«^s hers to chain the passions, sooth the soot, 
To snatch the daf^er, and to dash the bowl 
From Murder's hand ; to smooth the couch of Care, 
Extract the thoros, and scatter roses there ; 
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Of Pain's hot brow to still the bonoding throb. 
Despair's long sigb> and. Grief's oonTulsive sob. 
Bow v4st her empire ! Turn through earth, through air, 
Tonr aching eye, you find her subjects there ; 
Nor is the throne of heaFcn above her spelU 
Nor yet beneath it is the host of hell. 

To her. Religion owes her holiest flame : 
Her eye looks heayen-waiii, for from hearen she came. 
And when Religion's mild and genial ray. 
Around the frooen heart begins to play, 
Mnsicfc's soft breath falls on the quivering light ; 
The fire is kindled, and the flame is bright ; 
And that cold mass, by either power assaiPd, 
Is warm'd-^made liqnid--and to heaven ezhal'd. 

Here let us pause : — ^the opening prospect view:<i-<^ 
How fresh this mountain air ! — ^how soft the blue. 
That throws its mantle o'er thei^tfa^ning scene ! 
Those waving groves— those vales of living green«-r 
Those yellow fields— that lake's cerulean face, 
That meets, with curling smiles, the cool embrace 
Of roaring torrents, lulPd by her to rest ; — 
That white cloud, melting on the mountain's breast ; 



le AIRS or 

Hovf the wide landsetpe Janghg apoli tbe tky ( 
How rieh the light tbmt gives it t<i the eye ! 

Where lies ear path ?*-thoiigh maDy a viita adi. 
We may admire, but caaaot tread tbam alL 
Where lies our path !-^a jpoet, and iaqeire 
What hills, i?hat vales, what streams beeome the lyre ? 
See, there Parnassus lifts his head of mow; 
See at his foot the eool Gepltissaa iow ; 
There Ossa rises ; there Olyaipns towers ; 
Between them, Tempd breathes in beds of ibwen» 
Forever verdant ; and there Peneus glides 
Through laurels, whispering on his flfaady sides. 
Tour theme is Musics :-^Yonder rolls the wave, 
Where dolphins snateh'd Arioii flsom his grave. 
Enchanted by his lyre : — CithsroD^s shade 
Is yonder seen, where first Amphlon play'd 
Those potent airs, that, from the yieldiog earth* 
Charm'd stones around him, and gave cities birlh. 
And fast by Hs&mus, Thracmn Hebnis creeps 
0*er golden sands, and still for Orpheus weeps, 
Whose gory head, borne by the stream along. 
Was still melodious, and expired in song. 
There Nereids srng« and Triton winds hiq shell i 
There be thy path — for there the Muses dwell. 
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No, no-i^ lQB«Htr« lerelier paUi be i 
Greece, aodliercliarois, I leftve* for Pftlestiae. 
There, purer streuiii thraogfa happier Talleys flow. 
And fipeeter floiren on bolier mouataias btow. 
i lore to breallw where Qilead sheds her balw ; 
I lore to walk on Jordan's banks of palm ; 
I lore to wet my Soot in Hemoa's dews ; 
I ioTe the pronptiagii of Isaiah's mnse s 
In Carmers holy grots I'll eoort repose* 
And deck mj mosqr eoneh with t^aron's deathless 

rose, 

I 

Here arQbiiig vines their leafy banner spread. 
Shake their green shields, and parple odours shed ; 
At onoe repelling Syria's burning ray. 
And breathing freshness on the sultry day. 
Here the wild bee suspends her nnraiuring wing. 
Pants on the rock, or sips the silTcr spring ; 
And here— as nmsing on my theme divine, 
I gather flowto to bhiom along my line* 
And haog my garland in festoons around, 
Bnwreath'd with clusters, and with tendrils bound ; 
And fondly, warmly, humbly hope, the Power, 
t'bat gave perfumes and beauty to the flower, 
I* 
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Drew fiying water from thin rocky 91111116, 
Purpled tlie eiustering hooMrs of the tIbo, 
And led me, lect in devioos maset, liitlier« 
To weare a gariaod, will not let It witier :«> 
Woad*riBg, I InteB to the strain «ibUBe» 
That flows, all freshly, down the stream of time. 
Wafted in grand simplicity along. 
The undying breath, the Tory soul of song. 
Down that long vale of years are sweetly rollM 
The mingled voiees of the bards of old ; 
Melodious voices ! bards of brightest fire ! 
Where each is warm, how niel ting is tlie quire I 
Tet^ though so blended Is the concert blest, 
Some master tones are heard above tie rest. 

O'er the eleft sea the storm in fiiry rides r 
Israel is safe, and Egypt tempts the tides : 
Her host, descending, meets a wat'ry grave. 
And o*er her monarch rolls the refluent wave* 
The storm is bnsh'd : the billows foam no more, 
But sink in smiles :-^there*s Mustek on the shore. 
On tl|e wide waste of waters, dies that air 
Unheard ; for all is death and coldness there. 
But see ! the robe that brooding Nllence throws 
O'er Shur reclining in profound repose, 
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^ Is rent, and scattered, by tlie bnnt ef prabe^ 
That flweils the song th* astemtli'd Hebrews raise. 
The desert wak*d at that pcoad anthem, flnog 
From Miriam's timbrel and ftom Moses* tongqe : ^ 
The first to Liberty that e*er was sung. 

Bat if, when Joy and gratitode inspire* 
Sacfa high-ton'd triamph walks along the lyre. 
What are its breathings, when pale Sorrow flings 
Her tearful tenches o'er Its trembling strings ? 

At Nebo's base, that mighty bard resigns 
His life and empire in prof^tiefc llnes.^— 
Heaven, all attention, ronnd tlw poet bends. 
And conscious eartli, as when the dew descends. 
Or showers as gentle, feels iwr yom^ Iwds swell, 
Her herbs shoot greener, at tliat fond farewell. 
Rich is the song, tlKMigh moamfally it flows : 
And as that harp, which €k)d alone bestows, 
Is swept In concert with that sinking breath. 
Its cold chords shrink, as from the tonch of death. 
It woi the touch of death !•— Sweet be thy slumbers. 
Harp of the prophet I but those holy numbers. 
That death«denotlng, monitory moan, 
Shall Ii?e, till Nature heares her dying groan. * 
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Proa Pisgih*s top bh oye the propbet threw, 
0*ep Jordan's ware, wliere Caottn met his Tiew. 
His suDQj mantle, and his hoarj locks 
Shooe, like the robe of Winter, oo the rocks. 
Where Is that mantle ?— Melted into air. 
Where is the prophet ?— God can tell thee where. 

So, on the brow of some romantiek height, 
A fleecj cloud hangs hor'ringin tin li|^t. 
Fit conch for angels ; which while yet we Tiew, 
'Tis lost to earth, and all around is blue. 

Who is that Chief, alraadjr taught to Wfa 
The battle stream, and roll its darkest surge. 
Whose army mafefaea thro' rotirinf seas. 
Whose gorjr banner spreaiding on the breeie. 
Unfolds o*er Jericho's devoted towers,' 
And, like the storm o'er Sodom, redly lowers f 
The moon can answer ; for she heard his toagnn» 
And cold and pale o'er AJalon she hnng.^ 
The sun can tell :— O'er Gibeon's Tale of bloedt 
CqrTing their beamy necks, his coursers stood, 
Held by that hero's arm, to light his wraths 
And roll their glanoas ey«8 upon his erimson path* 
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What mine, ^plodiog, rends that smoking gnwBd ? ' 
What eartbqaake spreads those smoalderiiig rwos • 

round? 
The SODS t>f Levi, ronnd that elty, bear 
The ark of God, their consecrated eare* 
And* in rude concert, each retaming mom. 
Blow the long tramp, and wind the curling horn. 
No blackening thunder smok'd along the wall : 
No earthquake shook it :— Mosick wfooght its &ll< 

The reverend hermit, who from earth retires. 
Freezes to love's, to melt in holier fires, 
And builds on Libanus his harable shed,* 
Beneath the waving cedars of his head s*- 
Tear after jear, with brighter views revolving^ 
Boubt after doobt, in straoger hopes dtssolviog ;«- 
Though neither pipe, nor vMee, nor organ's swell, 
Bistnrb tiie nlence of his lonelj cell ; 
Tet hears enough, had nought been heard before, 
To wake a holy awe, and teach him to adere. 
For, ere the day with orisons he closes. 
Ere on his flinty conch his head reposes, 
A conch more downy in the hennit's sight. 
Than beds of roses to the Sybarite ; 



22 AIRS OF 

As lone be nmses od those naked rocks, 
HeaTen*8 last light blushing on his silver locks. 
Amid the deepening shades of that wild mountain, 
He hears the burst of manj a mossj fountain, 
Whose crystal rills in pure embraces mingle, 
And dash, and sparkle down the leafj dingle, 
There lose their liquid notes : — ^with grateful glow. 
The hermit listens, as the waters flow. 
And sajs there's Mustek in that mountain stream, 
The storm beneath him, and the eagle's scream. 

There lives anmnd that solitary man. 
The tameless Musick, that with time began ; 
Airs of the Power, that bids the tempest roar. 
The cedar bow, the royal eagle soar ; 
The mighty Power, by whom those rocks were pird» 
Who moves unseen, and murmurs thro* the wild. 
What countless chords does that dread Being strike ! 
Varions their tone, but all divine alike : 
There, Mercy whispers in a balmy breath. 
Here, Anger thunders, and the note is death ; 
There, 'tis a string that sooths with slow vibration, 
And here, a burst that shakes the whole creation. 

By Heaven forewam'd, his hunted life to save. 
Behold Elijah stands by Horeb's cave ; 
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GrieT*d that the God, for whom he*d warmly striTeo, 

Should see his serTants into exile driyen. 

His words neglected, by those servants spoken. 

His prophets murdered, and his altars broken. 

NU bleeding heart a soothing stnun requires : 

He hears it : — softer than .£olian lyres, 

** A still, small voice, " like Zephyr's dying sighs, 

Steals on his ear :— he may not lift his eyes. 

But o'er his face his flowing mantle flings. 

And bears a whisper from the King of Kings.* 

Yet, from that very cave, from Horeb's side, 
Wliere spreads a desert prospect, wild and wide, 
The prophet sees, with reverential dreadt 
Dark Sinai rear his thunder-blasted head ; 
Where erst was poor'd on trembling Israel's ear, 
A stormier peal, that Moses quak'd to hear. 
In what tremendous pomp Jehovah shone. 
When on that mount he fix'd his burning throne !7 
Thick, round its base, a shuddering gloom was flnng 
Black, on its breast, a thundercloud was hung : 
Bright, through that blackness, arrowy lightnings 

came. 
Shot from the glowing vail, that wrapp'd its head In 

flame. 
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And when that quaking mouat the Eternal trod» 
Scorch*d by the foot of the descending God, 
Then, bhwts of unseen tnimpets, long and loud. 
Swelled by the breath of whirlwinds, rent the cloud. 
And Death and Tenrour stalkM, beneath that smoky 
sbroad. 

Seest thou that shepherd boy, of features fair. 
Of eye serene, and brightly flowing hair, 
That leant, in thoughtful posture, on his crook. 
And, statue-like, pores o*er the pebbly brook ? 
Tes : and why stands he there, in stupor cold ? 
Why oot pursue those wanderers from his fold ? 
Or, mid the playful children of his flocks. 
Toss his light limbs, and shake his amber locks,. 
Rather than idly gaze upon the stream ? — 
That boy is lost in a poetiek dream : 
And, while his eye follows the wave along, 
His soul expatiates In the realms of song. 
For oft, where yonder grassy hills recede* 
I'tc heard that shepherd tune his nistick reed ; 
And then such sweetness from his fingers stole, 
I knew that Musick had possessed his soul. 
Oft, in her temple shall the rotary bow» 
Oft, at her altar breatbo his ardent vow* 
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Aod oft suspend, along her coral walls. 
The proudest trophies' that adorn her halls. 
Eren now, the heralds of his monarch tear 
The son of Jesse from his fleecy care,' 
And to the hall the ruddy minstrel bring, 
Where sits a being, that was once a king. 
Still, on his brow the crown of Israel gleams, 
And cringing courtiers still adore its beams, 
Though the bright circle throws no light divine. 
But rays of hell, that melt it while they shine. 

As the young harper tries each quirering wire. 
It leaps and sparkles with propbetick fire, 
And, with the kindling song, the kindling rays 
Around his fingers tremulously blase. 
Till the whole hall, like those blest fields aboye, 
Glows with the light of melody and lore. 

Soon as the foaming demon hears that psalm, 
Heaven on his memory bursts, and £den*s balm : 
He sees the dawnings of too bright a sky ; 
Detects the angel in the poet's eye ; ^ 

With grasp convulsive, rends his matted hair; 
Through his strain'd eye-balls shoots a fiend-like glare ; 
2 
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And flies, with shrieks of afOD/, that hall. 
The throne of Israel, and the breast of Saul ; 
Ezird to roam, or, in infernal pains. 
To seek a refuge from that shepherd's strains. 

The night was moonless :— >Jadah*s shepherds kept 
Their starlight watch : theirflocks around them slept*^ 
To heaven's blue fields their wakeful eyes were tarn'd. 
And to the fires that there eternal burn'd. 
Those azure regions had been peopled long. 
With Fancy's children, by the sons of song : 
And there, the simple shepherd, conning o'er 
His humble pittance of Chaldean lore. 
Saw, in the stillness of a starry night. 
The Swan and £a|le"wing their silent flight ;^^ 
And, from their spaqgled pinions, as they flew. 
On Israel's Tales of verdure shower the dew t 
Saw there, the brilliant gems, that nightly flare. 
In the thin mist of Berenice's hair ; 
And there, Boi>tes roll his lucid wain. 
On sparkling wheels, along the ethereal plain ; 
And there,, tbe Pleiades, in tuneful gyre. 
Pursue forever the star-studded Lyre ; 
.And there, with bickering lash, heaven's Charioteer 
Urge round the Cynosure his bright career. 
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While thus the shepherds watch'd the host of 
night, 
O'er heaven's blue concave flaRh'd a sodden light. 
The unrolling glory spread its folds divine. 
O'er the green hills and vales of Palestine ; 
And lo ! deseeuding angels, hovering there, 
Stretch'd their loose wings, and in the purple air, 
Hung o'er the sleepless guardians of the fold : — 
When that high anthem, clear, and strong, and bold 
On wavy paths of trembling ether ran : 
" Glory to God ;— Benevolence to man ;— 
Peace to the world :"^and in foil concert came. 
From silver tubes, and harps of golden frame. 
The loud and sweet response, whose choral strains 
Lingered and languished on Judea's plains. 
Ton living lamps, charmM from tlieir chambers blue» 
By airs so heavenly, from the skies withdrew : 
All ?-4ll, but one, that hong and bom'd ^one* 
And with mild lost re over Bethlehem shone, 
Chaldea's sages saw that orb afar. 
Glow unextinguished ; — ^*t was Salvation's Star. 

Hear'st thou that solemn symphony, that swells 
And echoes through Philippi's gloomy cells f 
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From vaalt to tmiU the heavy notes rebound, 
And granite rocks reyerberate the sound. 
The wretch, who long, in dungeons cold and dank. 
Had shook his fetters, that their iron clank 
Might break the graye-like silence of that prison, 
On which the Star of Hope had never risen ; 
Then sunk in slumbers, by despair opprest. 
And dream*d of freedom in his broken rest ; 
Wakes at the musick of those mellow strains, 
Thinks it some spirit, and forgets his chains. 
*Tis Paul and Silas ; who, at midnight, pay 
To Him of Nazareth a grateful lay. 
Soon is that anthem wafted to the skies : 
An angel bears it, and a God replies. 
At that reply, a pale, portentous light 
Plays through the air, — ^then leaves a gloomier night. 
The darkly tottering tower8,«^the trembling arch, — 
The rocking walls confess an earthquake's marcli,^'^-* 
The stars look dimly thro* the roof: — behold, 
From safiron dews and melting clouds of gold} 
Brightly uncurling on the dungeon's air. 
Freedom walks forth serene : — from her loose hair. 
And every glistening feather of her wings, 
Perfiimes that breathe of i^ore than earth she flings 



_ jA 



FALBSTIIVE. SO 

And with a toueh dissolres the priMner's chains. 
Whose toog had charm'd her from celestial plains* 

*Ti8 night again : for Mnsick loves to steal 
Abroad at night ; when all her subjects kneel, 
In more profound deyotion, at her thuone : 
And, at that sober hour, she*l] sit alone« 
Upon a bank, bj her sequestered cell. 
And breathe her sorraws through her wreathed shell. 
Agidn 'tis night— the diamond lights on high, 
IQoni bright, and dance harmonious through the sky ; 
And Silence leads her downy footed hours, 
Kound Sion's hill, and Salem*8 holy towers. * 
The Lord of Life, with bis few faithful friends, 
Drown'd in mute sorrow, domn that hill descends. 
They cross the stream that bathes its foot, and dashea 
Around the tomb, where sleep a monarch's ashes ; '^ 
And climb the steep, where oft the midnight air 
RecelTed the Sufferer's solitary prayer. 
« There, in dark bowers imbosomed, Jesus flings 
His hand celestial o'er prophetick strings ; 
Pisplays his purple robe, his bosom gory, 
Bis crown of thorns, his cross, his future glory :— > 
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And, while the groop, each haiiowed aeeent gleaiiiiig« 
On pUgrim't staft in pensiTe postnre leaning"— 
Their reverend beards, that sweep their bosoms, wet 
With the chili dews of shady Olivet- 
Wonder and weep, they pour the song of sorrow,i3 
With their loY'd Lord, whose death shall shrond the 

morrow. 
Heavens ! what a strain was that ! those matchless 

tones, 
That ravish ** Prinoedoms, Dominations, Thrones ;'* 
That, heard on high, had hosh'd those peals of praise. 
That seraphs swell, and harping angels raise. 
Soft, as the wave fnmi Siloa*s fount that flows. 
Through the drear silence of the mountain rose. 
How sad the Saviour^s song ! bow sweet I bow holy ! 
The last he song on earth ; — how melancholy ! 
Along the valley sweep the eirpiring notes : 
On Kedron*s wave the melting musick floats : 
From her blue arch, the lamp of evening flings 
Her mellow lustre, as the Saviour sings : 
The moon above, the wave beneath is still. 
And light and musick mingle on the hill. 

The glittering guard, whose viewless ranks invest 
The brook's green margin, and the mountain's crest> 
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Catch that mieartblj song, and soar awa^t 
Leave thii dark orb» for fields of endleas daf, 
And round th' Etemal's throne on bnoyant pinioni / 
play. 

Te glowing seraphs, that enchanted ivrim. 
In seas of rapture, as je tune the hymn 
Te bore from earth— O say, ye choral quires. 
Why in such haste to wake your golden lyres ? 
Why, like a flattering, like a fleeting dream, 
Lea? e that lone mountain, and that silent stream ? 
Say, could not then the ** Man of Sorrows" claim 
Tour shield of adamant, your sword of flame ?•— 
Hell forced a smile, at your retiring wing. 
And man was left— to crucify your King. 

But must no other sweets perfume my wreath. 
Than CarmePs hill and Sharon*s valley breathe ? 
Are holy airs borne only through the skies. 
Where Sinai thunders, and where Horeb sighs ? 
And move they only o'er Arabia's sea, 
Bethesda*s pool, the lake of Galilee ? 
And does the hand that bids Judea bloom. 
Deny its blossoms to the desert's gloom ? 
No : — turn thine eye, in visionary glance. 
To scenes beyond old Ocean's blue expanse. 
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Where rast La Plata rolls his weight along. 
Through worlds unknown to science and to Bong» 
And, sweeping proudly o*er his boundless plain, 
Repels the fiMining billows of the main. 
Let Fancy lap thee in Paraguay's bowprs, 
And scatter round thee Nature's wildest flowers t 
For Nature there, since first her opening eye 
Hail'd the bright orb her Father hung on high, 
Still, on her bosom wears the enamelled vest. 
That bloom'd and budded on her infant breast ; 
Still, to the sport iTC breeze that round her blows, 
Turns her warm cheek, her unshorn tresses throws ; 
With gnitefol hand her treasur'd balm bequeaths. 
For erery sigh the eQaniour*d rorer breathed. 
And even smiles to feel the flutterer sip 
The virgin dew that cools her rosy lip. . 
There, through the clouds, stupendous mountains rise, 
And lift their icy foreheads to the skies ; 
There, blooming valleys and secure retreats 
Bathe all thy senses in voluptuous sweets : 
Reclining there, beneath a bending tree, 
Fraught with the fragrant labours of the bee. 
Admire, with me, the birds of varied hue. 
That hang, like flowers of orange and of blue, 
Among the broad magnolia's cops of snow, 
Quaflfaig the perAimes, trom those cups that flow. 
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But, is all peace, beneath the mouataio shade ? 
Bo Lore aod Mercy haunt that sunny glade, 
And sweetly rest upon that lovely shore, 
When light retires, and nature smiles no more ? 
No : — ^there, at midnight, the hoarse tiger growls; 
There, the gaunt wolf sits on his rock and bowlf : 
And there, in painted pomp, the yelling Indian 
prowls. 

Round the bold front of yon projecfuig cliff, 
Shoots, on white wings, the missionary's skifl^ 
And, walking steadily along the lide. 
Seems, like a phantom, o*er the wave to glide» 
Her light cymar unfolded to the breease, 
That breaks not, tho' it moTes, the mirror of the seas* 

Lo, at the stem, the priest of Jesus rears u 
His reverend front, plough'd by the share of years. 
fie takes his harp : — the spirits of the air 
Breathe on his brow, and interweave his hair, 
In silky flexure, with the sounding strings :— 
And hark ! — the holy missionary sings. 
'Tis the Gregorian chant :— with him unites. 
On either hand, his quire of neophytes. 
While the boat cleaves its liquid path along. 
And waters, woods, and winds protract the song. 
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Those nnknowo strains the forest war-whoop hush : 
Hnatsmea and warrioors from their eabins rash. 
Heed not the foe, that yells defianoe nigh, 
See not the deer, that dashes wildly hj. 
Drop from their hand the bow and rattling qviTer, 
Crowd to the shore, and phinge into the river. 
Breast the green wares, the enchanted bark that ton, 
Leap o*er her sides, and kneel before the cross : 

Hear yon poeUek pilgrim of the west* 
Chant Mustek's praise, and to her power attest^ 
Who now, in Florida's untrodden woods. 
Bedecks, with vines of jessamine, her floods, 
And flowery bridges o'er them loosely throws ;-* 
Who bangs the canvass where Atala glows, 
On the live oak, in floating drapery shrouded. 
That like a mountain rises, lightly clouded ;— 
Who, for the son of Ontalissi, twines. 
Beneath the shade of ever whispering pines, 
A fiineral wreath, to bloom upon the moss. 
That Time already sprinkles on the cross, 
Rais*d o*er the grave, where his young virgin sleeps. 
And Superstition o'er her victim weeps ;— 
Whom now, the silence of the dead surroonds, 
Among Saioto's monumental moonds ; 
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Sare that» at tines, the musing ^]grim hears 
A crnmbling oak fall with the weight of years. 
To swell the mass, that Time and Ruio throw, 
O'er ehalky bones, tbat-moiiJcleriAg lie below. 
By virtues unembalm'd, uostain'd by crimes. 
Lost in those towering tombs of other times ; 
For where no bard has cherish'd Virtue's flame. 
No ashes sleep in the warm sun of Fame. — 
With sacred lore, this traveller beguiles 
His weary way, while o'er him Fancy snules. 
Whether he kneels in Tenerable groves. 
Or through the wide and green savanna roves. 
His hear^ leaps lightly on each breese, th^t bears 
The faintest cadence of Idnmea's airs. 

Now, he recalls the lamentable wail. 
That pierc'd the shades of Rama's palmy vale i& 
When Murder struck, thron'd on an infant's bier, 
A note, for Satan's, and for Herod's ear. 
Now, on a bank, o'erhung with waving wood, 
Whcfe falling leaves flit o'er Ohio's flood. 
The pilgrim stands ; and o'er his memory rushes 
The miugled tide of tears, and blood, that gushes 
Along the valleys, where his childhood stray'd. 
And round the temples where his fathers pray'd. 
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How fondljr then, from all but Hope exU'd, 
To Zion*s wo recurs Religion's child ! 
He sees the tear of Judah*s captive daughters 
MiDgle, in silent flow, with Babel's waters ; 
While Salem's harp, by patriot pride unstrung, 
Wrapp'd in the mist, that o'er the riyer hung, 
Felt but the breese, that wanton'd o'er the billow. 
And the long, sweeping fingers of the willow. 

And could not Musick sooth the captiye's wo ?^- 
But should that harp be strung for Judah's foe ? 

While thus the enthusiast roams along the stream, 
Balanc'd between a re very and a dream. 
Backward he springs: and, through his bounding 

heart. 
The cold and curdling poison seems to dart. 
For, in the leaves, beneath a quivering brake. 
Spinning his death-note, lies a coiling snake. 
Just in the act, with greenly venom'd fangs, 
To strike the foot, that heedless o'er him hangi. 
Bloated with rage, on spiral folds he rides ; 
His rough scales shiver on his spreading sides ; 
Dusky and dim his glossy neck becomes. 
And freezing poisons thicken on his gums ; 
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His parch*d and hissing throat breathes hot and dry ; 
A spark of hell lies burning on his eye : 
While» like a yapoar, o'er his writhing rings, 
Whirls his light tail, that threatens while it sings. 

Soon as dnmb Fear removes her icy fingers, 
From off the heart, where gazing wonder lingers, 
The pilgrim, shrinking from a doubtfnl fight. 
Aware of danger, too, in sudden flight. 
From his soft flute throws Mustek's air around. 
And meets his foe, upon enchanted ground. 
See ! as the plaintive melody is flung. 
The lightning flash fades on the serpent's tongue ; 
The uncoiling reptile o'er each shining fold 
Throws changeful clouds of azure, green and gold ; 
A softer lustre twinkles in his eye ; 
His neck is hnrnished with a glossier dye ; 
His slippery scales grow smoother to the sight. 
And his relaxing circles roll in light. — 
Slowly the charm retires : — with waving sides, 
Alo^ its track the graceful listener glides ; 
While Musick throws her silver cloud around, 
And bears her votary ofi^ in magick folds of sound. 
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On Anio*8 bosom, as be calmly flows, 
And his cool arms ronnd Vallombrosa throws, 
Boiling his crjstal tide throagh classick Tales, 
Alone,— ^t night, — ^the Italian boatman sails. 
High o*er Mont Alto walks, in maiden pride, 
Night*s queen : — ^he sees her image on that tide, 
Now, ride the ware that curls its infant crest. 
Around his prow, then rippling sinks to rest ; 
Now, glittering dance around his eddying oar. 
Whose every sweep is echoed from the shore ; 
Now, for before him, on a liquid bed 
Of wayeless water, rest her radiant he&d. 
How mild the empire of that virgin queen ! 
How dark the mountain's shade ! how still the scene ! 
Hnsh'd by her silver seoptre, aephyrs sleep 
On dewy leaves, that overhang the deep. 
Nor dare to whisper through the boughs, nor stir 
The valley's willow, nor the mountain's fir. 
Nor make the pale and breathless aspen quiver. 
Nor brush, with ruffling wing, that glassy river. 

Hark !— 'tis a convent's bell :— its midnight chime. 
For musick measures even the march of Time : — 
O'er bending trees, that fringe the distant shore. 
Gray turrets rise :->-the eye can catch no more. 
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The boatmaD, littening to the tolliog bell, * 
Suspends his oar : — a low and solemn swell, 
From th^ deep shade, that round the cloister lies, 
Rolls through the air, and on the water dies. 
What melting song wakes the cold ear of Night ? 
A funeral dirge, that pale nnns, rob'd in white. 
Chant round a sister's dark and narrow bed, 
To charm the parting spirit of the dead. 
Triumphant is the spell i with raptur'd ear. 
That uncaged spirit hovering lingers near;*- 
Why should she mount ? why pant for bri^^ter bliss, 
A lovelier scene, a sweeter song, than this ! 

On Caledonia's hills, the ruddy mom 
Breathes fresh ; — the huntaman winds his elamorooi 

horn. ' 
The youthful minstrel iiom his pallet springs. 
Seizes his harp, and tunes its slumbering strings. 
Lark-like he mounts o'er gray rocks, thunder-riven. 
Lark-like he cleaves the white mist, tempest-driven, 
And lark-like carols, as the cliff he climbs. 
Whose oaks were vocal with his earliest rhymes. 
With airy foot he treads that giddy height i 
His heart all rapture, and his eye all light ; 
His voice all melody, his yellow hair 
Floating apd d^pcing on the mountain aifi 
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Shaking from its loose folds the liqaid pearls, 
That gather clastering on his golden carls f— 
And, for a moment, gazes on a scene, 
Ting'd urith deep shade, dim gold, and brightening 

green ; 
Then plays a monmful prelude, while the star 
Of morning fades :— but when heaven's gates unbar. 
And on the world a tide of gleiy rushes, 
Bums on the hill, and down the valley blushes ; 
The mountain bard in livelier numbers sings, 
While sunbeams warm and gild the conscious strings, 
And his young bosom feels the enchantment strong. 
Of light, and joy, and minstrelsy, and song. 

From rising mom, the tuneful Stripling roves. 
Through smiling valleys and religious groves; 
Heaij there, the flickering blackbird strain his throat. 
Here, the lone turtle pour her mournful note. 
Till night descends, and round the wanderer flings 
The dew drops dripping from her dusky wings. 
Far from his native vale, and humble shed, 
By nature's smiles, and nature's musick led, 
This child of melody has thoughtless stray'd. 
Till darkness wraps him in her deepening shade. 
The scene he smil'd on, when array'd in light, 
Wow lowers around him with the frown of night. 
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With weary foot the nearest height he climbs, 
CrowD*d with huge oaks, giants of other times ; 
Whi> feel, but fear not autumn's breath, and cast 
Their summer robes upon the roaring blast, 
And glorying in their majesty of form. 
Toss their old arms, and challenge every storm. 
Below him, Ocean rolls : — deep in a wood. 
Built on a rock, and frowning o*er the flood. 
Like the dark Cyclops of Triuacria's isle. 
Rises an old and ?enerable pile : 
Gothick its structure ; once a cross it bore, 
And pilgrims throng'd to hail it and adore. 
Mitres and crosiers awed the trembling friar. 
The solemn organ led the chapting quire, 
When in those vaults the midnight dirge was sung. 
And o'er the dead, a requic$cat rung. — 
Now, all is still :-r-the midnight anthem hush'd : — 
The cross is crumbled, and the crosier crushed. 
And is all still ? — No : round those ruin'd altars, 
With feeble foot as our musician falters. 
Faint, weary, lost, benighted, and alone, 
He sinks, all trembling, on the threshold stone. 
Here nameless fears the young enthusiast chill : 
They're superstitious, but religious still. 
3* 
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He bean the inlleii nmnmr of tlw seas. 
That tnmble rooiid the stormy Orcades* 
Or, deep beneath him, heare with boimdless roar. 
Their sparkling surges to that sarage shore ; 
And thinks a spirit rolls the weltering waves 
Through rifted rocks, and hollow mmblii^ caves. 

Round the dark windows elasping \wj clings; 
Twines round the porch, and in the sea-breese swings; 
Its green leaves rustle :— heavy winds arise : 
The low cells echo, and the dark hall sighs. 
Now Fancj sees th' ideal canvass stretchM, 
And o'er the lines that Truth has dimly sketchM; 
Dashes with hurried hand the shapes that fly 
Hurtled along before her phrenzied eye. 
The scudding cloud that drives along the coast, 
Becomes the drapery of a warrionr*s ghost, 
Who sails serenely in his gloomy pall. 
O'er Morven's woods and Tura's mouldering wall. 
To Join the feast of shells, in Odin's misty ball. 
Is that some demon's shriek, so loud and shrill. 
Whose flapping robes sweep o'er the stormy hill ? 
No— 'tis the mountain blast, that nightly rages. 
Around those walls, gray with the moss of ages. 
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Is that a lamp sepakhral* whose pale light 
Shines in yon irault, before a spectre white ? 
No : — 'tis a glow-worm, burning greenlj there, 
Or meteor^ swimming slowly on the air. 
What mighty organ swells its deepest tone, 
And sighing heaves a low, funereal moan. 
That mnrmnrs through the cemetery's glooms, 
And throws a deadlier horrour round its tombs ? 
Sure, some dread spirit o'er the keys presides ! 
The same that lifts these darkly thundering tides ; 
Or, homeless, shiyers o'er an unclosed grave ; 
Or shrieking, off at sea, bestrides the white-maned 
wave. 

Tes ! — 'tis some Spirit that those skies deforms, 
And wraps in billowy clouds that hill of storms. 
Yes : — 'tis a Spirit in those vaults that dwells, 
Illumes that hall, and murmurs in those cells. 
Yes : — 'tis some Spirit on the blast that rides, 
And wakes the eternal tumult of the tides. 
Tkat Spirit broke the poet's morning dream. 
Led him o'er woody hill and babbling stream, 
Lur'd his young foot to every vale that rung, . . 
And charra'd his ear in every bird that sung ; 
With various concerts cheer'd his hours of light, 
But kept the mightiest in reserve till night ; 
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Then, thnm'd in darkness* peal*d that wildest air, 
Frose bis whole soul and dialn'd tbe listener there, 

That Mighty Spirit once from Teman c#me : 
Clouds were his chariot, and bis coursers flame.n 
Bow'd the perpetual hills :— the rivers fled s— 
Green Ocean trembled to his deepest bed : — 
Earthshnink aghast,-- eternal mountains burn'd, 
And his red aile thundered as it tnm*d. 

O ! Thou Dread Spirit I Being's End and Source ; 
O ! cheek thj chai^iot in its fenrid course. 
Bend from thj throne of darkness and of fire, 
And with OM smile Immortalize our Ijrre. 
Amid the cloudjr lustre of thjr throne, 
Tliough wreathy tubes, unheard on earth, are blown, 
Swelling one ceaseless song of praise to thee, 
Eternal Author of Eternitj ! 
Still hatt thou stoop'd to bear a shepherd play. 
To prompt bis measures, and approve his lay. 
Hast thou grown old, Thou, who for ever lirest ! 
Hast thou forgotten, Thou, wbo memory givest ! 
How, on the day thine ark, with loud acclaim, 
From Zion*s hill to Mount Moriab came, 
Peneath the wings of Cherubim to rest, 
In a rich Tail pf T^ritiQ purple drest \ 
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When harps and cymbals Join'd in ecboing elang, 
WheD psalteries tiDkled, and wben trumpets rang, 
And white rob'd Levites round thine altar sang ! 
Thou didst descend, and, rolling through the crowd, 
Inshrine thine ark and altar in thj shroud. 
And fill the temple with thy mantling ekiud.M 
And now. Almighty Father, well we know. 
When humble strains from grateiiil bosoms flow, 
Those humblo'strains grow richer as they rUe» 
And shed a balmier freshness on the skiei. 

What though no Chttmbim are here display'dk 
No gilded walls, no cedar cotonnade. 
No crimson curtidns hang around our quhre. 
Wrought by the ingenious artisan of Tyre ; 
No doors of fir on golden hii^es turn ; 
No spicy gums in golden censers burn s 
No frankincense, in rising volumes, shrouds 
The fretted roof in aromatick clouds ; 
No royal minstrel* from his irory throne, ^ 
Gives thee his father's numbers or bis own ;<— 
If humble love, if gratitude inspire. 
Our strain shall silence even the temple's quire. 
And rival Michaers trump, nor yield to Gabriers 
lyre. 
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In wbat ricli harmonj, what polisbed lajs, 
Should mao address thjr throoe, when Nature pays 
Her wiM, her tanefnl tribnte to the sky ! 
Tes, Lord, she sings thee, hut she knovrs not why. 
The fountain's gush, the long resounding shore^ ^ 
The zephyr's whisper, and the tempest's roar. 
The rustling leaf, in autumn's fading woods. 
The wintry storm, the rush of yemal floods. 
The summer bower, by cooling breeses fann*d. 
The torrent's fall, by dancing rainbows spann*d, 
The streamlet, gurgling through its rocky glen. 
The long grass, sighing o'er the graves of men. 
The bird that crests yoa dew^bespangled tree. 
Shakes his bright plumes, and trills his descant free. 
The scorching bolt, that from thine armoury burl'd. 
Bums its red path, and cleaves a shrinking world ; 
All these are musick to Religion's ear : — . 
Muskk, thy band awakes, for man to hear. 
Thy hand inveffted in tbeir azure robes. 
Thy breath made buoyant yonder circling globes, 
That bound and blaee along the elastick wires, 
Tjiat viewless vibrate on celestial lyres. 
And in that high and radiaqt concave tremble. 
Beneath whose dome adpriug hosts assemblci 
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To catch the notes, from those bright spheres that 

flow, 
Which mortals dream of, bat which angeb kaow. 

Before thy throne, three sister Graces kneeJ ; 
Their holy influence let our bosoms feel ! 
Faith, that with smiles lights up our dying eyes ; . 
Hope, that directs them to the opening skies ; 
And Chakitt, the loveliest of the three, 
l^at can assimilate a worm to thee. 
For her our oi^gan breathes ; to her we pay 
The heart-felt homage of an humble lay ; 
And while to her sympbonious chords we string. 
And Silence listens while to her we sing. 
While round thine altar swells our eyening song, 
And vaulted roofs the dying notes prolong, 
The strain we pour to her, wilt thou approve, 
For LovB is Charity, and Thou art Love. 
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^ The deaert wak*d at that proad anthem, flan{ 
From Miriam*! timbrel aod from Mosei* toogoe. 

For the Kmg of Moeei , on this occaiioD, see Exodus zv. 
.1—22. 

^ At Nebo*i beie, that mighty bard resigns 
His life and empire in propbetick lines. 

See the whole of the pathetick and eloquent valedictory 
address of Moses to the Israelites, in the xxzii. chapter of 
Deuteronomy, from the beginning to the 43d verse. Hii 
death, and otiier events here mentioned, follow in rq^ular 
eourse. 

> Unfolds o*er Jericho's devoted towers. 
And, like the storm o*er Sodom, redly lowers. 

For the accoont of the destruction of Jericho, bj^ the Jews 
mder the cemmand of Joshua, see Jotkua vi. particularly 
verse 20tb, " 80 the people shouted, when the priests 
blew the trumpets { and it came to pass, when the people 
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beard theBOond of the trampets, and the people ihouted 
with a great shoat, that the wall fell down 6at, so that 
the people went up ioto the cit7, eveiy oian straight befine 
hiiDi aod they took the city." 

* And cold and pale o*er Hjakii Ihe huQg. 

TheD spake Joshua to the Lord, io the day when the 
Lord delivered up the Vmorites before tiie childreo of 
Israel, * Son, stand thou still upon Gibeoo, and thou Mooo, 
in the valley of AJaloD. And the son stood still, aod the 
moon stayed, until the people had avenged themielY« 
upon their enemies.*-— /ealk. x. 12, 13. 

* And builds oo Labanos his humble shed. 

Horeb et Sinai, le Garasel et le Ltien,* le torrent de 
Cedroo, et la valine de Josaphat, redise encore la glorie 
de Phabitaot de la cellule et de VanatJuriU du nchar,-^ 
OinU du ChrisHanisau, torn. iv. ji. 48, Lj/ans EdiL 

* Bat o^er his face his flowing mantle flings, 
And bears a whisper from the King of Kings. 

And after the earthquake a fire ; but the Lord was not 
in the Qre ; aod after the fire, a still small voice. And it 
W9s«o, when El^ah heard it, that he wrapped his face in 
, his mantle, and went out, and stood in the entering in of 
the cave Aod heboid, there came a voice unto him, and 
said, what dost thou here, Blyah ?— 1 Kings, xLt. 12—13. 

"^ In what tremendous pomp Jehovah shone, 
When on that mount be flxM his burning throne ! 



NOTES. 63 



8m the mUine aeoooot ef the descent of God apon 
Mount Sioai.->£aRMfut, six. partieohu>iy from tbe 18th to 
the l§th vene, as also Beb. xii. 18->21. 

* £ven now, the heralds of his monarch tear 
The son of Jesse from h» fleecy care. 

Wherefore Saul sent oot messengers mito Jesse, and said. 
Send AM David thy sod, which is with the riie^. And 
Jesse took an ass, laden with bread, and a bottie V wine, 
and skid, and sent them by David bia son unto ted. And 
David came to Saul, and stood before him ; and he loved 
him greatly, and he became his armour bearer. And Saul 
lent to Jesee, rayiog, Let David, 1 pray thee, stand before 
me ; for he hath fbund favour in ^ly ngbt. And it eame 
to pass, that when the eml spirit from God was upon Saul, 
that David took an harp, and played with his hand ; so 
Saul was refreshed, and was well, and the evil spirit de* 
parted from hhn.—l 8am, ivi. 19^23. 

^ The night was moonless :-^udah*s shepherds kept 
Their starlight watch : tiieir flocks around them slept; 

And there were io the same country, shepherds abiding 
in the field, keeping watch over their flocks, by night. 
!And lo, the angel of the Lord came upon them, and the 
glory of the Lord shone about them. See the whole ac 
count, Lufce, ii. 8— U. 

u Saw, in the stillness of a starry night, 
The Swan and Eagle wing their silent flight. 
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To the reader, who is bat nperfieiaUy acqaanitedjrlth 
astronomy, no explaoatoiy note is here necessary. To 
others it is enough to observe, that the 8wan, the Eagle, 
Bereniefe's lock, Bootes, the Pleiades, the liyre, and Auriga 
or the Charioteer, are the names of constellatioiis, or the 
parts of ceosteUations, Tisible in the northern hemis- 
phere—of course in Palestine.— Cynosure is the clasncal 
iofthePolestar. 



^ The darkly tottering towers,— the trembling arch, — 
The rocking walls oonfeap an earthquake's march. 

And when they had laid many stripes upon them, (Paul 
and Silas) they cast them into prison, charging the jailer, 
to keep them safely, who having received such a charge, 
thrust them into the prison, and made their feet fast in the 
stocks. And at midnight Paul and Silas prayed, and tang 
praises unto God, and the prisoners heard them. And sud- 
denly there was a great earthquake, so that the founda- 
tions of the prison were shaken, and immediately the doon 
were opened, and every one's bands were loosed.— ilcif, 
xvi. 23—26. 

u They cross the stream that bathes its foot, and dashes 
Around the tomb, where sleep a monarch's ashes. 

The valley of Jehoshaphat is between Jerusalem and 
the Mount of Olives, on the east. Through this valley 
flows the brook Kedron, or Cedron : on the eastern bank 
of this river stands the tomb of Jehoshaphat 



• they poor the aoQg of sorrovr, 



With their lovM Lord,. 



In this deeply interestiog fceoe, I have taken the liher- 
ty of varying the order in which the events of the evening 
before the crucifixion occured ; in that I have supposed 
the hymn to be sung after crossing the Kedron, and ascend- 
ing the moont of Olives^— rather than in the supper 
chamber, as stat^ by Matthew. With this acknowledg- 
ment, I presume the isceius will be excused 1 considered 
the scene thus laid, more poetical, and not less solemn or 
religioos.--See Matik. xxvi. 30, 31. 

1* Lo, at the stem, the priest of Jesos rears 
His reverend front, . — 



Let not the protestant reader be alarmed at seeing a 
Jesuit in company with Mosick and Religion. I do at* 
sure him, it is a supposable case. I am not ignorant of the 
fiict, that many accounts of the arts and ambition of this 
order of christians, have been given to the world, which 
are not the most Ikvourable to the purity or disinterested- 
ness of their piety ; and I am well aware, that, if poetry 
and fiction are synonymous terms, there is but little poetry 
in too many of these accounts. But let the protestant read- 
er recollect, that most of these views have been drawn by 
protestant pencils. — '* Let us lions be the painters, ** say 
the Jesuits, and we will shew you a very di£Berent picture. 
One of their pieces of coloured canvass I will lay before 
my readers, as well to shew that I do not think the above 
request unreasonable, as to explain what may want expla- 
lation, in this Boene of n^ poem : 
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** n iwliitcBooiiB, «« pieds te CoisdiUftni» ven Ic 
cfttft qui rfcardiK PAUaotique, cotre VQrfnofut et Aib 
de la PlaliLt uo pays uumeose, rempli de Sauvafei, oil 
let EspagDolf a^avaient point port( la d6vastatioo. fCe 
fiit d^Di oei (painet for^ts qoe let miisioiiDairas eDtQeprireiit 
de Ibnner une r^publique chrStieniie et de doaner du moina 
I 00 petit nonbre d'iodicai, le bonheur ^*ili B^ayawpt po 
prooorer i Umm. 

** III commeoGSrent par obtepiir de ^JffP d^E^afsnt la 
liberty de tons les Soavan^ qu^iltp^p^^ttdxaiflBt % r^uoir. 
A oette oouvelle, les colons se soaleW|i«at; oe ne fot qn'ft 
fimrce d'esprit et d'adresse que les JiM<t^ surprirait, ponr 
amsi dire, la permisiioo de veraer tear sans dans les for^ts 
du Noiiveau-Moode. £nfin, ajant tikxnpM de la cnpidit^ 
et de la malice hwnaiae; mfiditant on des plos nobles 
desseins qu^ait jamais concui iin coeor d*homme» ils s'em^ 
^rquSrent pour Bio de la Plata. 

*' C*est dans ce grand fieuve que vieot se perdre cet 
autre fleuve, qui a doDo€ son noos au pays et auz missiousa 
dont nous retracons Phistoire. Paraguay^ dans la kqciie 
des Sauvs^ges, signifie le FUwot courronnl, paroe qo*U 
pread sa source dans le lac Xomyif, qjui lui sert conune 
de couroane. Avaat d*aUer groisir Rio de la Plata, il 
lecoit les eaux do Parama et de Vl/ragmjf* Des fonilta 
qui renfennent dans leor sein d'autres forits tooibfies d« 
vieillesse, des marais et des plainas eotidrem^t inoodfiea 
dans la saison des pluies, des montagnes qui ^I^vant det 
deserts, sur des deserts, foroieot one partie det vastet 
1^1^ que le Pamgiioy anose. Xje gibier de toute espdce 
f aboode, aiosi que les tigrqs et les ours. Les bois sont 
ipapUs d*abeiUes, qui font una cire fort Uaocbe, et on 
»iel tris parfumi. On. j voit dv oiwaux d*iia p^u- 
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mage C^tant, et ^i feneflftTeot t fle gmodei §eai% 
naget »i bfeoet, gar la verdore det arbm. Un mtttion. 
naire Franeah, qai 8*#tait 4gar6 ^di cet solitodei, eft 
lait la peintDiv wiiraDte 

** Je codtlnoai ma ronte sam sayoir I quel tenne eff« 
tfevait abontir, et sani qu^ 7 eftt penonoe qui pQt mt 
Penfleigoer. Je trouvais qoelqaefoia au milieu de c?s boil 
des endroitf ettchantCs. Tout ce que l*8ttide et rindosfrie 
des hemm€t ont pu imaginer pour reodre ud lieo agitable, 
A*approcbe point de ce que la nmple nature y avait raf- 
«emb1£ de beautCt. 

** Ces Keax charmami me rappelirenf lei idto que 
j^aTati eues autrefois, en lisant les vies dn anoiens soli- 
taires de la Tb^bafde ; il me vint en pensCe de passer le 
reste de men Joan dans ces forSts od la Providence m*avait 
eondnit, poor y vaqoer uftquement i l*a65iire de mort 
salot, loin de tout commerce avec les hommes ; mais oom^ 
me je n*^aii pas le mattre de ma desLm^e, et que letf 
ordres da Seigneur m*dtaieni ceftaioeroent marqu6spar 
ceux de mes supSriears, je rejetai cette pens€e comme uncf 
iHudoD. 

*' Les lodiens que Pon rencontrait dans <Sts ret raite#, ne 
leur ressemblaient que par le c(t^ atfi'eat. Race indoledte, 
rtupide et fISrocc, elle mootrait dans toiite ta laldeur 
I'homme pnmitif d^grad^ par sa chtfte. Rien ne proave^ 
davantage la d€g^n€ration de la nature homaine, que la 
petitesse du Sauvage, dans la grandeur du desert. 

" Arrives t Buenos Jyris, les missioonaires remant§- 
rent Bio de la Plata, et entrant dans les eaux du Faro- 
guaiff se dispersirent dans ses bois sauvages. hP9 aocien- 
nes relations nous les reprfisentent, un brtvlaire akm It 
bras gauche, une graode croix H la main droite, et sans 
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aatre provin<m que lear ooafiance en IKea. lb boos let 
peigoent, se faitant joar it traven les for^U, marchant dam 
des terres marficageoapt od iis avaient de Peaii jinqu^ k la 
ceinture, graWgsant des rocbea escarp^es, et fiiretant daoi 
la antm et les pr^cipiees, au i'isque d*y trouver des ser- 
pens et des betes fSroces, an lien des hommes quUk j 
cherchaient 

'^Plusieun d'entr'eax y mocirorent de faim et de 
&tigues ; d*antres furent massacres et d^vor^s par les Saiif 
vages. Le fire Idzardi fut trouv6 perc6 de fldcbes sur 
un roeher ; sob corps £tait H demi d6ehir6 par les oiseaqz 
de proie, et son br(viare €tait ouvert aopr^s de lui ft 
Pofiice des Morts. Qiiand un missionnaire rencontrait ainsi 
les restes d*uB de ses cooipagnons^ il s^empressait de leur 
rendre les faonneurs fundbres ; et plein d*une grande joie^ 
il cbantait un T« JDeum solltairt sur le tombeau du Martyr. 

De pareilles scenes, renouveldes ft. chaque instant, 
(tonnaient les hordes barbares. Quelquefois elles s^ar- 
rStaient autour du pr^tre inconnu qui leur parlait de Dieu, 
et elles regardaient le del que l*ap6tre leur mootrait;. 
quelquefois elles le foyaient comme un enchanteur, et se 
sentaieat saisies d*une frayeur i^trange : le Religieux les 
sui^ait en leur tendant les mains au nom de Jesus-Christ' 
S*il ne pouvait les arrgter, il plantait sa grande croix dans 
on lieu d^convert, et s'allait cacher dans les bois. Les 
Sauvages s*approchaient pen 6 pen pour examiner l*eten* 
dard de paix, ^lev6 dans la solitude ; un aimant secret 
semUait les attlrei il ce signe de leur salut. Alors le 
missionnaire SBrtant tout i-coup de son enbuscade, et pro- 
fitant de la surprise des Barbares, les invitaient i quitter 
une vie aiisdrable pour jouir des douceurs de la 80ci6t6. 
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**Q)iMQdlesJ6Miiteiiefia«Btattae]i6 quel^ues IiidieDfl» 
lit eurent recoun H on autre moyen pour gagoer det amet. 
Ik avaient remarqui que les Saovages de cei borda (Uieot 
fort semtblet k la musique $ on dit m§me que les eaux du 
Paraguay rendent la voix plus belle, ttetmissionoaires s'em- 
barqudrent done sor des pirogues avec les oouveauz cat6- 
chumdnes ; ils remootdrent les fleuves, en chantant .de saints 
cantiques. Les neophytes r€p^taient les airs, comme des 
olseaux priv6schantent pour attirer dans les rets de Poise- 
leur les dseauz sauvages. Les lodiens ne manquirent point 
de se venir prendre ao douz pi6ge. lis descendaient de leurs 
mootagnes, et accouraient au bord des fleuves, pour mieuz 
Scooter ces aecens. Plusieurs d^entr^eux se jetaient dam 
les ondes, et soivaient k la nage la nacelle enchantfie. La 
lune, en r^pandant sa lumidre myst^rieuse sur ces scenes 
extraordinaires, achevait d>ttendrir les coeurs. L'arc et 
la fldche ^bappaiait ii la main du Sauvage ; Pavant-goflt 
des rertuB sociales, el les premieres douceurs de l^bu* 
manke, entraient dans son ame confuse. U voyait sa 
femme et son enfant pleorer d*une joie inoonnue j bieotdt 
sttl^ogoi par un attrait irresistible, il tombait au pied de 
la croix, et milait des torrens de larmes au% eaux r6g6- 
n^ratriees qui coulaient sur sa tdte. 

^ Ainsi la religion chr^tienne r^alisait dans les for^ts de 
rAm^riqae, ce que la fable raoonte des Anphion et des 
Orphfet reflexion si naturelle, quVlle s*est pr6sent€e 
ni§me anx missionnaires ; tant il est certain qu'on ne dit 
iei que la rMi6 en ayant Pair de raeonter une 6ctien/* — 
ChateauMondt Oinu du CkriiHamsfM^ t$m, viii. chap, 
!▼. p. 40-48. 

^ Hear yon poetick pilgrim of the west, 
Chant Musick's praise, and to her power attest. 
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CMeaiibrifliid.^l>Miaiit I ooglit fo i^o^ to this 
CraMemao,— perhaps I owe the apoloipr to the reader, 
fer 10 fre^piMtly iatrodaciiHir him. The tnith is, I fioi 
kiin very oseAil. If the facts itotcd by him m adapted to 
mr purpoae, i have a right to aie tbcni; if the tnitiiof 
]H9 stMiei is qnestimiahie, his is the fesponribiiity, not 
Mine. 1 sereoi myietf fraoi blame, if 

*M tell the tale as *tis told to me.*> 

This gentlemea, it seens, has travelled throi«fa the Uaitcd 
States, firoB the moath of the Miirisiippi to the St. Law 
renee. In Florida and the wcstera States, he has lud the 
soeoe of his *« Atala,'* an eiquisile little assemblage of 
beaotin and siisorditics. This little poem, or rather 
episode, forms a part ef his peat work * G«nie do Chris* 
tamsme,* or the Beauties of the Christiaa Religioo. it 
has been translated sepamtely, and will be raad with plea- 
sore by most krrers of polite literature. The allasieDt 
here to Atala may be briefly explained by ohrmnring, that 
Cfaaetas, son of Ootalissi, is the here, and Atala the heni- 
ine of the poenh-that Atala poisons herself rather than 
violate an oath of celibacy, imposed by little lem than the 
legal durui per mimt ; and this act, upon which a coro- 
ner*0 ioqiHvt woald retam a verdict dtber of saicide, or 
insanity, is considered by oar author as an unequivocal 
proof of her piety. The Florida, scenery— the live-oak, 
maocled in its loose mossy drapery-— the lanreV-the jessa- 
mine that hangs in gracefta festoons over the waters—are 
all beautifiiUy described, because the painting is from the 
life. His notice of the celebrated and wonderful bamm^ 
or monumental tiimiiii, open our wtitem rivers> and his 
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itoi7 of tbe iffrpent, dunned by the flute of the Canadiaii, 
will be Been in the pasiages here introduced from bis work. 

▲s to the story of the snake, what he says he sow, we 
nay perhaps believe, particularly as accounts somewhat 
siBular are given by others. Besides, though M. de 
Chateaubriand certamly does tell tales, that occasionally 
happen to partake of the marvellous, 1 do not know that 
he has yet been poblicly convicted of stating what is fiedse, 
in regard to what has fiillen under his own observation. 
There are those, indeed, who question his veracity even 
there— where be has nothing to do with saiaU or legends — 
and I most, lor myself, confess that my own opinion of hi! 
veracity has been somewhat shaken, by a French gentle- 
mna, a general officer under Bonaparte, and for sometime 
a member of the National Inatitute, who tells me that he 
knows M. de Chateaobriaad penonally, tfaoujj^ oot tnH' 
maMy-^lor be claiau to bea man of Aonour, and appears 
to be so— and that he knows him not only to be, but to 
kave been, in the pay of the French police, as a 49 upon 
his Mlow eitiaens'— «od that he theiwfore ought to be, and 
it universally despised. So much for the author of the 
G4m€^ Ckrklumumtt Matiifn^ TVovels, 4fc* Here, then, 
follows a pavt of what 1 have made use of, remember- 
ing always that i am not witting Atifsfy, hut jnclf^.-^f 
the ^* Monumental mounds'* he nys s 

^ On a dioouvert depms quelques annieB, dans PAmi- 
rique seplentrieaale, dea monoraois eztraordinaires sur Ui 
bords du Mtiskingmn, du Miami, do Wabacbe, de PObiOi 
et sur-ioiit du Sctoto, eft ils oceupent un espace^e pkis de 
vingt lieues en longueur. €e sent des mors en tenw avec 
des fosB^, des glacis, des luoes, demi-luocs et de grands 
cdoes qui servent de s^pulcres. On a demand^, maiii mm 
6 
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iiicr^!, quel penple a laids^ de pareUles traeei. L*honiia« 
est suiipendu daos le present, entre le pas0§ et l*aiy«oir« 
couime sar ud rocber eotre deux goaffres : derridre lui, 
d^v itit liii, tout est i€ndbres; ji peine appercoit U qoel- 
qne<i fantdmes qui, remoDtaot du fodd det deux abymeit 
gornagenl an iottaDt i leur surface, et »'*y reploogeot poor 
jamais.** 

*' Poiir nouSf amtat solitaire de la natore, et umple 
confesseur de la Divinity noos nous sommes aisis sor cet 
roines. Voyagear sans reaom, nous avons caos^ avec 
ees d^brii, oonnw nous-m^me ignores. Les soavenin 
confiis des hommes, ct les vagiies reveries du desert, §t 
mSlaieot ao fond de notre ame. La nuit 6tait an milieu de sa 
ooarse ; toot (tait muet, et la lune, et les bcMs, et les tom- 
beaux. Seuiement H longs intervalles on entendait la cbfite 
de quelque arbre, que la hacbe do temps abattait, dans 1ft 
ptofoodeur des for§ts : ainsi toot toinbe, toot s*ao6aDtit 

*' Eoiio, ces monnmens prennent leori nuaocs dans des 
jonn beanooap plus reeol^s que ceux oil l*on a d€couvert 
PAroCriqoe. Nous avons vu snr oes mines uo cb^e 
dticrSpit, qui avait poossC sor les debris d*on autre cb$,oe 
tdmh€ t ses pieds, et dont il oe restait plus qoe l*6coiee ; 
cehii-d t son tour s*etait 61ev6 sor un trdsidme, et ce 
troisidme, snr un qoatridme. L'enfi^lacement des deok 
demiers se marquait encore par ]*inter8ection de deoK 
oercles, d*un aubier rouge et p£trifi€, qu*on dicoovrait k 
ieur de terre, en toutant on (pais boraus compost de 
feuilles et de noosse. Aceordea seuiement trois side let 
de vie t ces quatre eh€nes soccessifs, et vcnli une ^poqoe 
de douie cents ann^ que la nature a grav^ sur ces 
mines.**— G^merfti CkntUaimtme, T^m. i, pp. 2l2-*21d, 



NOTES. 63 

* As to the nature of the serpent generally, end his taste 
for Masick, in particular, this is the accoont of oar 
author t 

^ Notre siScle rejete avec hauteur toot ce qui tient de 
la mervdlle i sciences, arts, morale, religion, toot resta 
d^nchant^. Le serpent a soavent 6i6 Pobjet de noi 
observations; et si nous osons le dire, iknis avons era 
reconnaftre en Ini oet esprit peroicieui et cette subtilit^ 
que loi attriboe PEcriture. Tout est mystfirieui,. eacb6, 
^tonoant dans cet incomprehensible reptile. Ses moure- 
mens diflTKrent de ceux de tods les autres animaux ; on ne 
saurait dire o(i gft le principe de son d^placement, car il 
nHi ni nageoires, ni pieds, ni ailes ; et cependant il ftiit 
Gomnie une ombre, il s*6vaooait magiqueaient, il reparatt, 
disparaft encore, semblable H une petite fuuM^e d'aaur, oo 
auK Eclairs d'on glaive dans les t^odbres* Tantdt il so forme 
en cerele, et darde une langue de feu $ tantftt, debout 
sor I'eKtr^mite de sa queue, il marche dans une attitude 
perpeodicolaire, comme ^r enehantement. 11 se jete ea 
orbe, monte et 8*abatsse en spirale, roule ses anoeaox 
comme une onde, ciroiile sur les branches des arbre% 
gllsse sous I'herbe des prairies, ou sur la surfece des eaux, 
Ses couleurs soot aussi pen d^termin^es que sa marche j 
elles changent t tous les aspects de la lomidre, et oomMM 
ses moovemens, elles ont le faux brillant.et les variety 
trompeuses de la seduction. 

'* Plus etonnant encore dans le reste de ses msenrs, S 
iait, ainsi qu*on homoie sooill^ de meurtre, jeter ft P^carft 
sa robe tach^e de sang, dans la crainte d^dtre reeoonu. 
Par une Strange faculty il peut fidre rentrer dans sen sein 
les petits moostres que Pamoor en a fidt sortir. II snm* 
meille des mois entiers, fr^quente des tombeaux, habits 
des lieux inconnns, compose des poisons qui glacent, brfi- 
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tie corps de n vidine da couleiDf i 
fmur^. lA^ilttTrdeoztltai 
id, il Cut coteodre one soonette ; il liiBe 
•afl« de nootagDe; il mapt ooomie on teutCBo. II 
•*wMKie aatDrennwrat k tootci In id6es Bonles oa reK- 
^maK% conne far one nite de 1*iafliieott ^*il eat nr 
mm dcftin^et : tAyei d^hoireor oa d*adoiatioo, lei hoomes 
oot poor loi ooe haine implacable, oo tonbeDt derant 
fOD g6nie ; 1e mammgt Pappelle, la pnideoce le r6elaiiie, 
PcBvie le porte daof foo oeor, et I^^Ioqoence ft wo cado' 
e^e; am eafen il anne les fooeti det fanes, ao dd 
r^teroit^ eo ftiit too aymbole ; il ponide encore Part de 
sMuire rioooeence ; ses. regards encbanteot les oneanx 
daas les airs ; et soos la fooe^re de la erfeche, la breblt 
kn abaodoone soo lait. Mais il se laisse loi-meoie char- 
■er par de doox soos ; et poor le dompter, le better n*a 
besoin que de sa fldte. 

^ Au oois de jttillet 1791, noos voyagions dans le 
HaiitX^anada, avee quelques fomiUes lanyages de la DatUm 
des Ooontagu^s. To joor que noos ^Uons arr^s dans 
one graode plaine, au bord de la riviere G^n^sie, on 
lerpfot H soonettes eotra dans noire camp. 11 y avait 
parmi ooos on Caoadieo qai joaait de la fifite ; il voolot 
BOOS divertir, et s'avance cootre le serpent, avec son 
arme d*ane nouvelle espdce. A Papprocbe de son eonemi, 
le soperbe reptile se forme en spirale, aplatit sa tete, eofle 
MS joues, cootracte ses Iftvres, d^couvre ses dents empoi> 
fonn^es et sa gueule sanglaote : sa double laogue brandit 
comme deux flammes ; ses yeux cbarbons ardeos ; son 
eorpi, goofl^ de rage, s^abaisse et 8*6Ieve comme les souf* 
lets d*une forge; sa peau dilat^e devient terae et^cail-- 
B ; et sa queue, doot il sort ud bruit sinistre, oscillc 
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avec tiDt de npidit6, qa'elle retienible I uoe Ug^re va- 
peur. 

** Alon le Caoadieo commeoce il jouer anr la 6dte, le 
fcrpent fait uo mouvemeot de sarprise, et retire la t8te eo 
anriere. A mewre qu*il est frapp6 de Peffet magique, ses 
yeaz pendent lear ftpret^, les vibrations de sa qoeae se 
laleotinent, et le brait qu^elle fiiit entendre, s^affaiblit et 
meurt pea i pen. Moins perpendiculairea sur leur ligne 
spirale, les orbes du serpent charm^, par degr^s s'^Iargis' 
sent, et viennent tour H tCNir se poser sur la terre en cer- 
cles coocentriques. Les nuances d'azur, de verd, de blanc 
et d^r repreooent leur 6clat sur sa peau fremissante, et 
touroant l^gdrement la tdte, 11 demeure immobile dani 
Vattitude de Pattention et du plaisir. 

" Dans ce moment le Canadien marche quelques pas, en 
tirant de sa fldte des sons doux et monotones ; le reptile 
baisse son oou nuanc6, entr'ouvre avec sa tete les berbes 
fines, et se oiet ji ramper sor les traces du musicien qui 
Tentratne, s'arr8tant lorsqu^il s^arrete, et recommencant i 
le suivre, quand il recommence i s*^loigner. II fut ainsi 
conduit hors de notre camp, au milieu d*une foule de 
spectateurs, tant Sauvages qu'Europ^ens, qui en croyaient 
ft peine leurs yeux* ft cette roerveilla de la m^lodie : il 
ny eat qa*une seule voix dans Tassembl^e, pour qu*on 
laissftt le merveillcux serpent s'^chapper.** 

IHd, pp. 174-179. 

1* Now, he recalls the lamentable wail. 

That pierc*d the shades of Rama's palmy yale. 
See Matthewt ii. 16—18. 

*■' That Mighty Spirit once from Teman came : 
Clouds were his chariot, and his coursers flame. 
7 
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Qod came from Teman, and the Holy One from Moant 
Paran, &c.— See Habak. iii. 3—17. 

u Thou didst deiceod, and, rolling throagh the crood, 
losbrioe thine ark and altar in thy shroud. 
And fill the temple with thy mantling cloud. 

An<l it came to pass, when the priests were come out 
of the holy place, (for all the priests that were present 
were saoctiBed, and did not then wait by course : Alao 
the Levites, which were the singers ; all of them of Asaph, 
of Hemau, of Jedothun, with their sons and their brethren ; 
being arrayed in white linen, having cymbals and psalte- 
ries, and harps, stood at the east end of ttie altar, and 
with them an hundred and twenty priests, sounding with 
trumpets :) It came to pass, as the trumpeters and singers 
were as one, to make one sound to be heard in praising 
and thanking the Lord ; and when they lifted op their 
voice with the tnimpets and instruments of musick, and 
praised the Lord, saying— For he is good, for his mercy 
endureth forever ; and then the house was filled with a 
cloud, even the house of the XiOrd ; so that the priests 
could not stand to minister by reason of the cloud ; for the 
glory of the Lord had filled the house of God.— 2 Chron, 
V. 11—14. 
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